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Maybe he feels a little terrible for Terry, or probably a lot. He's seen Terry at his lowest these past few 
days, Peter recognizes. Terry's fingers clutching onto a beer bottle and letting it hang dangerously from his 
fingers. It's like a threat to Pete's conscious that Terry's like this while Bobby talks something incoherent in 
the background. Pete's the first one to put his hand on Terry's shoulder, and take the half empty bottle from 
his hand. He sets it on the table and Jimmy raises a brow in question. Terry's babbling something about how 


he'll be fine, but he looks like a wreck. 


‘lm taking him back to his room, he needs to lie down" Pete's simply offers in a worried tone. His gaze falls 


back to Terry who's still slumped on the chair. His eyes are forlorn and yearning for something. 


Pete helps up Terry by throwing his arm over his shoulder. There's little resistance because he doesn't think 
Terry cares much to be thrown back in his room. The other members don't mind because Bobby and Jimmy 


seem to go back to chatting. Lee asks Pete if he needs any help but Pete gives him a polite no. Lee throws out 


an alright before he's back at the table, Bobby's talking about the horn section having more prominence in the 


band now. 


Peter can't hear the conversation anymore once he's outside with Terry who's seemingly drooling into his 
beard. It's fuzzy and unkempt and maybe Peter should've noticed sooner that Terry's in a horrible slump. He's 
his friend and he cares about his friend a lot. He doesn't enjoy seeing Terry in such a state of mind that the 
other man keeps his gaze fixed to the grass they step over. Minus Terry stumbling every once in a while, 
Terry's the first one to push off of Pete for a moment. Peter gets worried that Terry might go falling down 
like a mighty tree, but no. Terry's unfastening his belt and taking his dick out and grabbing it. He spreads his 


legs a little and his pants fall down to show his ass. 


"I need to piss.. dort.. don’ look unless you're scared of dicks or somethin." Terry hiccups in the midst of his 


words before he begins pissing. 


Pissing on himself is the better word, because he does. Peter actually has to step forward and take hold of 
Terry's dick to point it just right so he doesn't wet his underwear or denim jeans anymore. Terry laughs about 
him being gay or something, but Peter keeps his gaze averted out of respect for his friend. He only turns his 
head back when he knows Terry's done and helps him pull up the slightly urine stained clothes to cover 
himself. He makes Terry grab hold of it and take care of himself before they head back to the cabin they're in 
for the night. 


"Are you alright, Terry?" Peter finally manages to swallow his idea of keeping out of trouble. It's not the time 


to be so worried He promised he wouldn't overstep his boundaries. 


Terry lets out a hoarse and miserable laugh when they enter the cabin and Peter shuts the door. He turns to 
look back at Peter and drops his pants finally to show himself in the nude. Peter averts his gaze and holds a 
hand up out of respect for his friend again. 


"Naw, Pete. | ain't doing any kind of good, if l'm gonna be real honest” The deep voice speaks out in such a 
somber manner while he's just got his ass and dick out. Hairy thighs and legs on display for Peter to say. 


"Talk to me about it then, Terry. I'm here for you." Peter responds while keeping his gaze avoided, but his hand 


lowers. Terry's making no incentive to get dressed again 


"You know you can look You act like you haven't seen it before, Pete." Terry raises a brow before just sitting 


down into a seat close by. 


"Right. Right." Pete clears his throat and gathers his courage to look at Terry in such a state of disrepair. He 


sits across from him and just stares at Terry. His friend looks so horrible miserable. 


"The band is doing shit and they're just. So hopped up on cocaine. Danny can't even remember his parts... 


Terry starts while looking at the floor. 


Pete can't keep focus on the conversation, if he's going to admit to anything in this very minute. His gaze is 
just focused on Terry's features. The misery that oozes off of Terry right now is soul crushing and he'd like 
to hug his friend and tell him that everything is fine. He'd be wrong though because even he's aware of the 
decay that's been occurring in the band. ts why Pete folds his arms looks over to the unlit fireplace in the 
cabin. Sure, there's lighting from the overhead lamp, but it's just a distraction 


"Bobby's so doped up on cocaine he can't be coherent either. | keep catching him in the bathroom with the 
powder on his finger. He gives me this look that's tellin’ me he needs it, but | know he doesn't, Peter." Terry's 
voice calls to him, awakening Peter from his delusional state of trying to avoid the misery of Chicago's 
currently collapsing state. 


‘I've caught him in the dressing room too. He says you tell him it's fine, but | know you haven't. Him and Danny 
though, they just are feeding each other in a vicious cycle." Peter finally responds after carefully thinking it 
out. His posture shaking slightly. 


"I told him he can do it if he can handle it, and sure as shit that little scrawny assed bastard can't even go a 
day without it. It's gonna kill him, Peter." Terry's voice grows distant, and the next minute, he's heading over 


with the logs to throw into the fire pit. 


Peter's eyes look up at Terry, ignoring the fact his lower half is still extremely exposed to him. Terry took 
notice of his anxiety and thought Peter wanted more warmth in the room, and it makes Peter kind of thankful 
that Terry has the empathy to look at him like that. He's happy to have a friend like Terry. It's why he feels 
sick right now, sick in his gut that he can feel his underlying urges eating at him. He cares about Terry more 
than just a friend. He couldn't be that person though, and he knew that Terry couldn't either. Terry had 
Camelia and he had a kid. A kid he missed with all his heart. He wrote a song for Michelle, a song he really 


cared about more than anything because he was suffering without them. 


Terry lit the fire while Peter became lost in thought. It was then he turned to Peter and gave him such a 
soft and sad smile. A hand came into his hair to ruffle it delicately. He crouches down when he realizes it’s 


awkward, and just laughs. 


"If you like you've been kicked all night then we'll both be here until we're both crying, Pete. Michelle gives 
those same pouty looks even as a baby when she wants something.” Terry remarks with a little bit of 
happiness in his voice. 


Peter's on the verge of collapse when he hears Terry talking so sweetly to him that he almost gets up and 
leaves the room. He has it in his mind to break free and escape from this before he just suffers in his 
feelings even more. The way those full cheeks fill when Terry draws his lips into such a kind smile. The way his 
eyes stare at him with a warmth that the fire beside him couldn't compare to. He's beating himself up 
because friends shouldn't think this way about friends. He nearly does it. He nearly excuses himself, but his 
mouth is just silent when he speaks. He just winds up with his hand on Terry's chest. Fingers digging into the 
fabric of the white tank top he was wearing. Stained lightly from spilled beer. Twisted cotton in the fingers of 
Pete's hand. 


‘Something eat you?" Terry states when Peter grabs his shirt. His own hand coming to rest on Pete's wrist. 
Strong and comforting to Pete. 


"l." Pete starts off before hanging his head, hand dragging Terry's shirt down and exposing more of his chest. 


His lips are quivering in anxious anticipation as he tries to form the words. 


"You? You were worried about me? | know, Pete. | gotta say it's rice to sit here, and talk with you like this. It 
makes me feel like a person again" Terry seems to say, forming the sentence on the opinion that Pete is just 


struggling to say it. 


"I think I'm in love." Pete says it in such a desperate way. He withdraws his hand from Terry's tank top. His 
hand shaking off Terry's hand. He covers his face with his hands and lets out a hoarse sound of misery. 


"I know the band is on collapse, Terry. | know those two idiots can't do anything to save their lives and go 
forbid the fucking horn section chills out and stops overpowering us for once. It sucks. | know." Peter finally 
chokes out through his hands before getting up and standing up. He grabs Terry by the shoulders and stares 


him down. His gaze is serious and in pain 


‘lm only staying here for you. | only care about this band because of you. | want to make sure you're safe. 
You matter to me and you look like Hell is trying to drag you into it. | want you to take care of yourself, 
Terry. For Camelia and Michelle." Peter finally finishes before retracting his hands. He pats Terry on the cheek 


with a big smile. He can feel the anxiety melt for a moment and he finds solace in just saying how he feels. 


He doesn't expect a hug from Terry though. A big hug from the giant half-naked man has Peter wrapping his 
arms around and patting Terry's back tentatively. Its there he rests his chin onto Terry's shoulder when he 
hears Terry wrack himself with sobs. He didn't mean to make him cry, so he pulls back a little. 


‘lm sorry, | didn't mean to hurt you, Ter-" Peter tries to remark, but he finds his apology cut off by Terry's 


own mouth. 


There's alcohol on Terry's breath and his lips taste like it. A small mixture of smoke left behind from a 
previous cigarette that Peter tastes. Peter has to gather his bearings though and not slip into the kiss. This is 
a married man and he's not a home wrecker. He is not a home wrecker. It takes a lot to part from Terry, but 


by the end of it they are just. Inches away from doing it again. 


“Terry, we can't. You're married. | don't want to ruin anything." Peter pants out and tries to pry himself free 


from the hug, but his heart isn't in it when it should be. 


"Peter. Peter. Just let me have one night of comfort. She ain't gotta know about it. It'll be like the old days 
when we would have groupies, Peter." Terry pleads, a tad desperate. He needs to the affectionate of someone 


after not having it for so long it seems. 


Peter shakes his head no though and then Terry gets it. He starts to let go of Peter, but Peter doesn't stop 
holding onto him. He doesn’t let go. He doesn't pull away. He stays there with his face pressed into Terry's 
shoulder. His lips mouthing into the skin, there's a rage centered in him. A rage directed to himself because he 


knows it's wrong. 


And yet Peter foolishly re-engages with Terry, meeting the scratchiness of Terry's alcohol smelling beard and 
lips. He's hungry this time and wanting. Terry pulling him from the chair and swapping their places until Peter's 
straddling Terry's already exposed thighs. He's kissing like the groupies would back then. Desperate and wanting 
the attention of the man before him. Terry's surprised by the whole debacle, that Peter has been holding out 
like this. 


They have to break the kiss though, having been twisting their tongues so desperately together until Terry 
has to remind Peter if he's alright with it. 


"Are you sure, Peter?" Terry's voice pants out, hands resting on Peter's hips. 


"J-Just a one night thing, Terry. | won't do it again" Peter promises, his eyes glittering with a sad kind of 
happiness. "I don't want you hurting. | don't want you missing affection. We both need this kinda thing, and in 
the morning, we'll be fine, alright?" 


"We'll be back to normal. Best friends." Terry gives a big toothy smile again and he can see Terry melt from 


the sweetness. 


"You and that damn smile of yours are gonna be the death of me, Kath." Peter grumbles with flustered pink 
cheeks. He leans back in to press a hungry kiss to Terry's lips again. 


Terry can only just let out a cut off laugh at Peter's comment about his smile making Peter's heart melt. 
Sure, he feels immense guilt welling in his chest, and he nearly pushes Peter off of him, but he doesn't. He 
keeps him situated right on his lap where his dick doesn't even respond much. He really hopes this isn't 
another night where whiskey dick cuts him off from feeling good. He has to focus on the invasive mouth on 


him right now though. 


Its hungry, its desiring, and it suits Peter. It suits the shorter man's energy. His tongue applying pressure 
inside of his mouth and twisting his own tongue into a type of Tango. Terry can't tell who's in charge right 
now, but he'll find out his answer soon enough. Right now, he's sloppy and yet passionate in kissing Peter, trying 
to subdue anxieties and fear from his mind nagging him it wasn't right. Peter was a guy. Peter was his friend. 
Peter wasn't his wife. Peter wasn't Camelia. Peter didn't have a pussy either, so were they going to back door 
it? Who knew. Terry didn’t, and he really didn't want to think about it until it came to the point where he'd get 
inside of Peter's ass. He's definitely not going to be taking it. That's for damn sure. 


He was stirred out the mesmerizing hungry kisses by Peter breaking away and breathing heavily. Peter had to 
sit there for a moment and think. He had to think about this and if he was really going to do this one night 
stand shit. If he was that bad of a person to his friend that he'd fuck him just to help him feel better? 


Fuck it. 


Peter was unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off for Terry to get a good look at. Skin tanned from the 
sunshine when they went out and worked in the sunlight. Golden hairs flecked against his chest and a muscular 
chest that would make any girl get wet and want him. It was too bad that saying you were in Chicago was a 
guaranteed pussy repellent. Peter had a good face too, sculpted and cute. Definitely not feminine though, but 
the way he was acting right now had Terry curious whether or not he'd been with someore like this before. 
Maybe Peter had, maybe he hadn't. It also wasn't his place to point out his friend was probably into both sides. 
Nothing wrong with that. 


Terry gave another toothy grin at Peter, and then brought a hand to cup the muscular pectoral and give it a 
squeeze. It was practically a boob wasn't it? So maybe itd effect Peter the same way itd make a woman 

squirm. Which it did in the long run, with the assistance of Terry's beard and tongue gliding along Peter's neck. 
He could feel him twist up into his touch. The warm muscle dragging a line of saliva down his throat. Peter let 


out a gasp or two, and just kept himself together. He couldn't be too loud. 


Terry's a bastard sometimes though, and his fingers plucking at the nub on his chest had Peter hiccup out a 
groan that he stifled with his hand. He could hear footsteps from outside, and that meant the others were 
dispersing from the midnight drinking session. Terry didn't seem to care through, considering he tugged on the 
ripple and made Peter actually squeak Peter retaliated by hitting him on the shoulder because he heard 


someone outside murmur something about someone having a broad here. There was laughter and then silence. 


Peter's gaze was fuming at Terry then after he nearly put them in jeopardy like that. The other man didn't 
seem to mind though and took Peter back in for a more saccharine sweet kiss. Terry's thumb grinding down on 


the nub and making him sing like the good vocalist he was. 


Peter definitely misjudged the situation when it's like this. He's the one with a hard on in his jeans and Terry's 
barely got a chub going with his old soldier. He's embarrassed that he can get this hard from being kissed and 
having his nipples played with. It's almost as though he's like a virgin all over again. 


"Fuck, Terry.." He finally pants out and brings his left hand down and grabs Terry's cock again 


There's no remark about on if he's a homosexual or not. Instead, Terry's just looking him down and then leaning 
forward. His gaze was languid and full of desire. There was life in him that he hadn't seen before this. Was this 
kind of connection really so important to Terry that he could enter depression over it? There's no real clear 
answer, beyond Terry's lips coming to caress Peter's skin again. Heavy breaths against his skin and a flat 
tongue dragging along the curve of his shoulder. Teeth dip into the skin and Peter adjusts himself so that his 
neck and shoulder are on full display for his band mate. His friend. 


His friend whose dick he has in his hand right now. The dick he's now beginning to pump at a slow pace to test 
the waters. The way he feels Terry leave soft bites on his skin tells him enough that it's a good sensation for 


him. Bites that he'll have to cover up so no one sees them and asks him about them. There's no groupies here, 


and no one brought their wives either. If anyone suspected of Peter of getting fucked, he'd been reminded of it. 


His right hand came up to cup Terry's chin, fingers running through the alcohol stained beard of his until they 
wound up kissing again, warm breaths shared alongside saliva Terry's hand coming down to unbutton Peter's 
jeans and shove his own hand into his boxers. It's there he can feel that Peter is half-hard. It makes him grin 
internally that his friend is excited like this. Peter's hand itself has never stopped stroking him and Terry can 
feel his dick gradually twitching to life with each pump from that hand. The hand of a bass expert who knows 
what to do. Fingers rubbing along the veins until he's sure Terry's dick is just as erect as he is. 


Terry's thumb smears the pre cum of Peter's leaking cock and it makes his partner groan out desperately, lips 
parted in a choked sound that sounds nearly feminine, Terry swears it. He keeps smearing the substance until 
he decides that he doesn't want him or Peter just cumming from handjobs, much to the chagrin of his 


companion. 


He removes Peter's hand from his cock and then gets a devious look in his eyes. A single look in his eyes told 


his partner all he needed to know, honestly. 
"Oh my god, you're serious." Peter started almost sounding annoyed. 


"What's wrong with me wanting to stuff your throat?" He countered back to the bassist who almost seemed 
flabbergasted that the once sad man was openly talking about getting head. 


"Why not blow me instead?" Peter quipped, a little smug but he had a big goofy smile on his face. 
| got my pants off first, you know that” Terry easily rebuked and Peter groaned out. 


"Wow, pulling that card on me when you're the one who pissed on your jeans!" He almost cried out with a 


mixture of laughter. 


"Maybe so, but | got them off first" Terry explained with good humour. It was enough to solidify that he was 
the one going to get his dick sucked. 


Peter groaned as he slipped off from Terry's rather powerful thighs and stood up. It was then he removed his 
own jeans and boxers to knock them off and get it out in the open. His pubic hairs golden and beautiful, much 
like his dick which was standing proudly, wanting. He wasn't bigger than Terry though. Terry was thick and 
large. He could make women sing. Peter could feel himself swallow heavily and his adam's apple bob. He had to 


take a few deep breaths before he gathered his courage. 


His strong hands planted themselves onto Terry's knees and he slid down onto his knees. He spread the other 
man's legs just a little bit, but he got in close. Peter's hand coming to cup Terry's balls, heavy as ever. He 
noted the brown pubic hair gathered around his companion's cock and oddly found himself getting excited. This 
was the kind of thing he had daydreamed about before, but he knew he couldn't act on 


He took the power he had now and moved forward. He plants just tongue right against Terry's cock, and runs it 


right up the shaft with his eyes shut. 


"Didn't really expect you to be so good at this, Cetera. You've always been the ladies man, but | guess even 
you have your vices." Terry groaned out as he observed Peter lick up and down his cock. He really was 


behaving like a groupie right now. 


Peter stopped then and just stared at Terry in disbelief before rolling his eyes. He brings his head back down 
and parts his lips to wrap around the head of Terry's cock. Bulbous and imposing, even to Peter, but he pushes 
through and takes it slow, taking in two inches before he pulls back and takes it back in again. A leisure pace 
for him to set the mood while Terry's hand comes to rest in that beautiful golden mess of hair. Peter 
practiced breathing out of his nose plenty of times, so it comes as no surprise that he handles himself well 
when he keeps taking Terry's cock 


He finally feels the nest of Terry's pubic hair touch his nose and he can smell the sweat that's lingered down 
there. God forbid he should've made Terry take a shower, but that would've killed the mood. Peter pulls back 
and lets his saliva trail all over Terry's cock and wet it until he brings his mouth right back over it, tongue 
sliding against the veins. He sets a steady pace that has Terry's head leaning back against the chair and him 


groaning about how good Peter's mouth was. 


Terry was in heaven, his cock had been touched practically by the angels. Warm, wet heat steadily moving 
against it made him think that he was fucking good pussy. The sound of Peter just sucking him off was an 
ecstasy in and of itself that he probably would never forget. The way he just took it in leisure, he knew that 
Peter had done this before, but with who? Some cheap idiot in his youth? One of the guys? Nah. They 
would've bragged about fucking Peter's mouth if they had the chance. All things considered he might've 
thought that Bobby taught Peter to be this good, but Peter doesn't even really like being in the same room as 


him. 

Terry tested the waters a little by bucking his hips to see how Peter would react and he wasn't surprised 
when Peter popped off of him and gave him a glare. He squeezed his balls enough that Terry said an apology 
for his actions. It was then that Peter got up from his knees. 


"You ass. You tried to fuck my throat?" Peter exclaimed in disbelief before staring at Terry for a moment. 


"It was just my body's reaction! Not me! Really!" Terry responded sounding a little too giddy about the 
situation. He was giggling. 


"Body reaction huh? Body reaction some spit onto your fingers, Terry." Peter retorted before snatching 
Terry's hand. 


"What the hell am | going to be spitting on my fingers for, Pete?" Terry sounded absolutely flabbergasted. 


"If you're going to shove it in me then I'm not letting you go in with just a spit soaked dick, Terry. It's gonna 
hurt like a son of a bitch" Pete frowned and then brought the hand to his mouth. He stuck Three of Terry's 


fingers in and begun to suck on him. 


"Oh. Oh shit. You want me to finger you open like a woman? Like finger your ass?" Terry seemed startled, but 
attracted to the sight of Peter sucking on his fingers. 


Peter was weaving his tongue in between each finger to make each one extra lubricated with spit. It was only 
after a good minute or two of silence that Pete brought the spit soaked fingers out. 


"Answered your question already, Terry.’ Peter grins before straddling Terry once again 


"| figured we were just going to do it raw, l'm not going to lie. It's one thing to fuck it, Pete, another to stuff 


your fingers in" Terry remarks while leaning in to steal a kiss. 


Peter lets out an annoyed sound before relenting and then shifting himself in his spot. He's hoisting his body up 
and then using his left hand to spread himself. He takes in a deep breath and then exhales. He chews his 
bottom lip as he positions the head of Terry's cock to his hole with his right hand. He can feel that thick tip 
threatening to breach his hole. 


"You're going to owe me big time." Peter stated with extreme annoyance and fear in his voice. He had the 


misfortune now of actually letting Terry go in raw without lubricant. 


Terry observed the way that Peter's face seemed to scrunch up in pain as he pushed the head past his hole. 
He wound up collapsing against Terry, and Terry was there to catch him. Peter bit down on his skin in 
response, and that was his retaliation. It was going to bruise and leave a remark, a horrid mark that he'd have 
the biggest issue even beginning to explain Peter wasn't stopping either, he let out the loudest noise of pain 
out there that disturbed someone. 


Peter had to keep his breath leveled after he'd just forced Terry's dick all the way inside of him by force. He 
could feel every nerve in his ass burning in pain while he sat there. Fingers dug heavily into Terry's shoulders 
now that they were scratching, crescents digging painfully in from fingernails. 

They both shut up when they heard a banging at the door. 


"What the fuck was that sound?" The voice of Bobby called out, followed by Jimmy not too far behind. 


"I told you it was one of those mountain lions. They say they can imitate people, Bobby." Jimmy attempted to 


convince him. 


Peter had to hit Terry on the chest to get him to speak up and make up an excuse before they got walked in 
on, Terry's dick painfully in Peter's ass. 


"Peter fell out of bed again, screaming about some lady in his dream!" Terry shouted, as normal and faux- 


humourous as he could. 


"God, Peter you are such a fucking drama queen!" Bobby called out before shaking his head. "Tell him if he's 


going to cum his pants over a wet dream then he needs to keep it the hell down!" 


Jimmy was already laughing outside, and Terry inside could feel the burning gaze of Peter on him for that kind 
of lie he gave. He was going to be in for it for saying that Peter had a wet dream of all things. 


The voices trailed off afterwards, laughing to one another and Peter let out his breath, still visibly suffering 
from having his ass spread by Terry's dick. 


"You... fucking.. told them.. | HAD A WET DREAM?!" He bit out harshly between clenched teeth. 


"Better than them walking in on us, isn't it?" Terry nervously returned, before attempting to soothe Pete by 
lightly smacking him on the ass. 


It wound up doing little to deter the rage of the bassist, but the pain had alleviated finally. His dick had flagged 
a little from the pain, but he could still find that Terry was thick and erect inside of him. Pete had to grit his 
teeth and hold back a remark about Terry being an idiot because Terry had such a goofy smile on his face 


that made him feel at ease. This was.. his friend after all, and he was trying to make him have a good night 
after a shit ton of bad ones. 


Pete planted his hands down onto Terry's shoulders and begun to draw himself up. He could feel Terry's cock 
slowly glide out and the pain shock inside of himself again, but he chose to rock right back down onto it and let 
the pleasure build It had to be the slowest pace he's ever built with someone, be it woman or man. He could 


feel the slight sparks of pleasure through the pain, but it wasn't enough for him to do what he needed to. 


Terry was enjoying himself though, with the way he looked. Groans already leaving his lips as he felt the 
warmth glide against his cock slowly. The tightness of Peter's insides had him feeling like it really was a pussy 
clenching down on his cock. Be it far from Terry to finally enjoy some intimacy like this. It was special to him 


and he found himself interrupting Peter's struggling stressed expression with another hungry kiss. 


His hand came right down to wrap around Peter's cock like before and he begun to pump his cock slowly into 
the rhythm of Peter's own rocking. It was serene to have his lips caressing Peter's own and feeling the 
vibrations of soft little moans escape his lips. His left hand dips down to grab down onto Peter's firm ass and 


give it a squeeze. 


Sure enough, Pete moaned again into their kissing, and Pete couldn't stifle himself very much any longer. A 
strong hand pumped his cock and made his mind begins to melt. It became more so pleasure than trying his 
best to make sure Terry was happy. It was becoming mutual pleasure between the both of them, and he 
couldn't suffocate that sensation. The pleasure overwhelming the pleasure to the point he broke the kiss to 


murmur Terry's name. He was beginning to understand why women became so incoherent when they were 


getting fucked by Terry. It was phenomenal to have something so fat and big inside your hole. It was 
unforgettable and spreading him to the limits. The head was kissing against his walls and making them twitch 


and clutch onto the intruding muscle. 


"God damned you and that big dick of yours, Ter-Ergh-ry." He bit out to the best of his ability trying to keep 


away any moans he possibly could, but of course he groaned out. 


Terry was helpless to watch as Peter begun to rock his hips back in a much faster pace, his cock sliding in 
and out of Peter's hole, rugged as it was, raw, and without any lubricant. Pete was singing praises though by 
the way he cursed him for having a big dick. That made Terry chuckle a little, and then decorate Pete's jaw 
with little kisses and nibbles. Tongue running along his throat and then sliding down before he kissed right back 
up his neck. His fingers slipping right along Pete's cock and making the man groan out so passionately. That was 
when Terry had to stuff some fingers into Pete's mouth to keep him quiet. Little work did that do when Pete 


began string his tongue between his fingers again and sucking on them. 


"Didn't know dick turned you into a groupie, Pete!" Terry chuckled out and earned a smack to the side from 
Pete. 


"Just because l'm- Fuck.. Enjoying it.. doesn't mean you can say shit like that" Pete snapped as best as he 
could, but his voice was saddled with pleasure and delight. 


Terry could feel his balls growing tight though from pushing himself so far and keeping himself together 
without cumming. He could tell that Pete was at his wits end by the way he was chanting a mantras of fuck 
and ‘I'm gonna cum soon! Terry wasn't going to deny him that right either. He was going to give Pete exactly 


what he deserved for being such a good friend to him. 


It comes as no surprise that Peter wound up cumming all over his own stomach and Terry's, the hot seed 
spilling onto his skin had him groaning out Terry's name and sealing him for a hungry kiss again while he rode 
out his orgasm. Hands running into Terry's own brown locks until Pete found himself coming down from the 


euphoric high of delight from getting fucked good, or rather fucking himself good onto Terry's cock. 


Terry hadn't gotten his release though, and that led him to fuck Pete who was past his orgasm and sensitive 
beyond all belief, so he could achieve what he wanted, what they had both wanted to give to him. Pete was 
squirming though and talking about he was too sensitive for it, but Terry pushed his cock in further and 
further, each thrust growing steady and deep until he stuttered in his pace and felt himself release warm 
seed deep inside of Pete's hole. It kept coming out in strings until Terry found himself just grinding into Pete's 


Oss. 


"No rubber and you shot your load into me?" Pete was panting out in a slightly annoyed tone. He sounded 


ultimately exhausted after everything was said and done. 


"You cummed on me first, Pete." Terry countered with tired amusement before bringing Pete up for a soft 


kiss. "Thanks... for that. That was a hell of a pick me up." 


"I hate seeing you sad, Terry. You know that. You're a good guy." Pete met his kiss tiredly, and rubbed his 
thumb against Terry's fat cheek. 


"Right now though, I'm going to get up, clean your spunk out and then take a shower. I'm sweaty and | smell 
like sex." Pete stated as he pulled Terry out of him, unsurprisingly, a line of cum dribbled down his leg. 


"You got any room for two in that shower?" Terry questioned while he took his tank top off and got up out of 
the chair. 


"No, but | know you're going to join me anyways." Peter rolled his eyes and then headed into the bathroom, 
followed suit by Terry who closed the door behind them. 


"I hope you really do feel better, Terry. And remember, if you ever need to head back home to take care of 


yourself, do it" Peter remarked before turning on the shower to warm water. 


"l'Il remember that, but | ain't gonna be around much longer for the band anyways, Pete." Terry remarks while 


looking over at Pete. 


"I know, Terry." Pete steps into the shower and then is followed by Terry. 


